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ing voyage with resignation more than with hope, and I could
not find that he looked forward with much interest or curiosity
to the new scenes in which he was about to travel.

" The menacing state of affairs in the country he was leav-
ing oppressed him with melancholy anticipations. In the little
conversation we had formerly had on subjects of this kind, I
had never found him a querulous politician; he could look man-
fully and philosophically at those changes in the aspect of soci-
ety which time, and the progress, well or ill directed, of the
human mind, were uncontrollably working out, though the inno-
vations might not in some of their results accord with his own
tastes and opinions. But the revolutions now beginning, and
the violence of word and deed with which they were urged on,
bore heavily upon his thoughts, and gave them, when turned in
this direction, a gloomy and ominous cast. When I left him
to go to London, he gave me, as a kind of parting token, a
stick, or rather club, of formidable size and figure, and, as he
put it into my hand, he could not help saying, between joke and
earnest, that it might prove useful if I were called out to assist
the police in a riot. But his prevailing humor, even at this
period, was kindly, genial, and pleasurable.

" On the last day which I had the happiness to pass with him
among his own hills and streams, he appointed an excursion to
Oakwood1 and the Linns of Ettrick. Miss Scott, and two
other ladies, one of whom had not been in Scotland before, were
of the party. He did the honors of the country with as much
zeal and gallantry, in spirit at least, as he could have shown
twenty years earlier. I recollect, that, in setting out, he at-
tempted to plead his hardy habits as an old mail-coach traveller
for keeping the least convenient place in the carriage. When
we came to the Linns, we walked some way up the stream, and
viewed the bold and romantic little torrent from the top of the
high bank. He stood contemplating it in an attitude of rest;
the day was past when a minute's active exertion would have
carried him to the water's brink. Perhaps he was now for the
last time literally fulfilling the wish of his own Minstrel, that
in the decay of life he might

1 Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break.*

1 Oakwood is a ruined tower on the Harden estate in the vale of Et-
trick. sympathy in suffering if in nothing else." The picture was the
